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peted, echoing with the sound of running water and fountains,
Here sits the enchanted prince, solemn, dignified, clothed
in long robes* He comes down to meet you as you enter, his
house is yours, his garden is yours, better still his tea and fruit
are yours, so are his kalyans (but / think kalyans are a horrid
form of smoke, they taste to me of charcoal and paint and
nothing else). By the grace of God your slave hopes that
the health of your nobility is well ? It is very well out of his
great kindness* Will your magnificence carry itself on to this
cushion ? Your magnificence sits down and spends ten
minutes bandying florid compliments through an interpreter
while ices are served and coffee, after which you ride home
refreshed, charmed, and with many blessings on your fortunate
head. And all the time your host was probably a perfect
stranger into whose privacy you had forced yourself in this
unblushing way. Ah, we have no hospitality in the west
and no manners. I felt ashamed almost before the beggars
in the street—'they wear their rags with a better grace than I
my most becoming habit, and the veils of the commonest
women (now the veil is the touchstone on which to try a
woman's toilette) are far better put on than mine. A veil
should fall from the top of your head to the soles of your feet,
of that I feel convinced, and it should not be transparent.
*	Say, is it not rather refreshing to the spirit to lie in a ham-
mock strung between the plane trees of a Persian garden and
read the poems of Hafifc—-in the original mark you !—out of
a book curiously bound in stamped leather which you have
bought in the bazaars.   That is how I spend my mornings
here : a stream murmurs past me which Zoroastrian gardeners
guide with long handled spades into tiny sluices leading into
the flower beds all around.   The dictionary which is also in
my hammock is not perhaps so poetic as the other attributes
—let us hide it under our muslin petticoats!
*This also is pleasant: to*come in at 7 o'clock in the
morning after a two hours' ride, hot and dusty, and find one's
cold bath waiting for one scented with delicious rose water,
and after it an excellent and longed for breakfast spread in a
tent in the garden.
*	What else can I give you but fleeting impressions caught and

